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fowling-piece, or training my trusty attendants, our dogs, to do
their feats, I felt completely happy. But for the last eight days I
have stayed up here at the fowiing-floor, in the loneliest quarter of
the hills; and tonight I grew so sad as I never was in my life
before ; I seemed so lost, so utterly unhappy; and even yet I
cannot shake aside that melancholy humour."

The stranger had listened with attention, while they hoth
wandered on through a dark alley of the wood. They now came
out into the open country, and the light of the moon, which was
standing with its horns over the summit of the hill, saluted them
like a friend. In undistinguishable forms, and many separated
masses, which the pale gleam again perplexingly combined, lay
the cleft mountain-range before them; in the background a steep
hill, on the top of which an antique weathered ruin rose ghastly
in the white light. " Our roads part here," said the stranger;
" I ani going down into this hollow ; there, by that old mine-
shaft, is niy dwelling : the metal ores are my neighbours; the
mine-streams tell me wonders in the night; thither thou canst
not follow me. But look, there stands the Bunenberg, with its
wild ragged walls ; how beautiful and alluring the grim old rock
looks clown on us ! Wert thou never there ?"

" Never," said the hunter. " Once I heard my old forester
relating strange stories of that hill, which I, like a fool, have for-
gotten ; only I remember that my mind that" night was full of
dread and unearthly notions. I could like to mount the hill some
time; for the colours there are of the fairest, the grass must be
very green, the world around one very strange; who knows, too,
but one might chance to find some curious relic of the ancient
time up there ?"

"You could scarcely fail," replied the stranger; "whoever
knows how to seek, whoever feels his heart drawn towards it with
a right inward longing, will find friends of former ages there, and
glorious things, and all that he wishes most." "With these words
the stranger rapidly descended to a side, without bidding his com-
panion farewell; he soon vanished in the tangles of the thicket,
and after some few instants, the sound of his footsteps also died
away. The young hunter did not feel surprised, he but went on
with quicker speed towards the Kunenberg: thither all things
seemed to beckon him; the stars were shining towards it; the
. moon pointed out as it were a bright road to the ruins; light
clouds rose up to them; and from the depths, the waters and